FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

It was explained that the machine was thought to be a French
one and part of a flight which had recently bombed them. The
Sheikh was told not to make such a mistake again and he was so
impressed by the action of this R.A.F. pilot in landing ^ amongst
them that he wrote a message on the cowling of the aircraft in
Arabic, to the effect that its crew were not to be harmed and every
assistance given to them. This inscription was later reproduced
on a large scale in polished aluminium and riveted on in a con-
spicuous place. I learnt this story after having travelled in the same
machine, with its pilot, "Mary" Coningham, round one of these
long distance frontier patrols north of the Jebel Sinjar. It is in these
hills that the Yezidi, or Devil-Worshippers live, their theory being
that it is the Devil who must be propitiated, for he is the one who
sends evil. They argued that it was safer to offend a good God,
who might forgive, than*a malignant Devil who certainly would
not.

On one of my visits to Mosul, I flew up to Rowanduz, landing
on the small aerodrome in the hills north of this mediaeval town.
To reach the town one had to cross a narrow bridge without
parapets over a deep gorge, with a hundred-foot drop below. The
test for nerves was to ride one's mule across that bridge without
dismounting, a tricky business. To get some idea of this wild
country a party of us rode ponies down the narrow gorge which
leads towards Mosul. This ride took us seven hours, mostly along
tracks cut in the side of the cliff face, just sufficiently wide for one
pack-mule; it was just as well we were riding fit. We got some idea
of what it would have meant to the column which advanced along
that route to Rowanduz if they had not had close air support the
whole way to discourage ambushes and snipers.

In June (1923) I was sent on a liaison visit to the French High
Commissioner and Commander-in-Chief in Syria, General Wey-
gand. There was still a possibility that the Turks might make some
move to recover Mosul, perhaps also Aleppo and Alexandretta
in Syria, I flew in "Jan," my D.BLgA to Der ez Zor, accompanied
by an escort machine. This town is on the Euphrates on the
Syrian border, and the French had a garrison there, in addition to
a squadron of old Breguet aircraft. It took me a four-hour flight
to get there and we were almost too well received with a cham-
pagne dejeuner, followed by some speech making.

It was midsummer and extremely hot, but I was due to reach
Damascus before dark, so there was no alternative but to .fly on,
champagne or no champagne. The Frenchmen were much aston-
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